

• , The Tragidie 

Good Angels guard thee from the B cares annoy, 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings.- 
Edwards unhappy Fonnes do bid thee flourifh. 

Enter the ghoff of Qucene Anne his wife. 
Rtch.trd,Thyy wife that wretched Anne thy wife. 
That ncucr flepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in chc battailethinke one me, 

And fall thy edgelcflefword, defpaireand die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,flecpe thou aquiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fttcccifc and happy victory. 

Thy aductfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

E uter the ghoff of Buckingham . 

The firft was I that heipt thee to the Crowne, 

Thelaft was I that felt the tyrany, 

O in the battcll chinkcon Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guilcincfle : 

Drcamc on,drcatr.eon,ofbloudiedeeds and death. 
Fainting difpairc.difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

To Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
But chearcthy heart, and be thou not difinaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all hispride. 

K. Richard farted out of a dreame. 
KR'eh.Gnx me ansthrr horfe,bind vp my wounds ; 
Hauc mercy Iefu .* fofc I did but dreame. 

O coward confcience.how doeft thou affM me ? 

T ncJights burnc blew, it is not deade midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops Hand on my trembling flefh, 
What doe I feare my felfe? theres none clfc by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is I am I, 

Is there a murtberer here, No. yes I am, 

Tnenflie, what from my felfepgreat rpafon why, 
Leaft I reueoge.WhatPmy felfe vpon my felfe ; 

Alackc I louc my felfe, wherefore ? for any good 
That my felfe hath done vnto my felfe : 





ofRichirichi T-si'J. 

0 no : alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 

1 am a vi!laine,yet I lye.I am not. 

Fook of thy felfe fpeake well.fooledoe not flatter, 
Myconfcience hath a thoufand fcuerall tongues, 
Andcuery tongue brings in a feacrall tale. 

And cuery rale condemnes me for a Yillainc : 

Periui y, in the higheft degree, 

Murder, fterre murder, in rhedyreft degree, 
all feuerall finnes ,alJ vfde in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltie,guikk, 

I i'ltall dtlpaire, there is bo creature loues me. 

And if I die, no ioule fliall pittie me/j 

And wherefore flaould they? fince that I my fel/c. 

Find in my feIfe,no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs of all that I hauc murthered 
Came to my tent, and eucry one did threat 
To morrewes vengeance on the head of Richard 
Enter Rat cliff's. 

Rat My Lord. 

K<*°g. Zounds, who is there ? 

Rat. My Lord tic I ; the careiy village cocke, 

Hauc thrice done faiutation to the mornc. 

!\° Ifc. 

Then can tt^VSncTT t£> f< , ,e of RtcM > 


VnA come floe with me 

Lords C*f' rthel0rds U R *hmond. 
was. Good morrow Richmond. 
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Exeunt* 
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